I?6                  THE   BENSON   MURDER  CASE

awaiting him and numerous appointments for the after-
noon, decided to have his lunch served in the office; so
Vance and I took leave of him.

We lunched at The Elysee, dropped in at Knoedler's to
see an exhibition of French Pointillism, and then went to
Aeolian Hall where a string quartette from San Francisco
was giving a programme of Mozart. A little before half-past
five we were again at the District Attorney's office, which
at that hour was deserted except for Markham.

Shortly after our arrival Miss Hoffman came in, and told
the rest of her story in direct, business-like fashion.

*I didn't give you all the particulars this morning,3 she
said; *and I wouldn't care to do so now unless you are will-
ing to regard them as confidential, for my telling you might
cost me my position.'

CI promise you,' Markham assured her, cthat I will
entirely respect your confidence.'

She hesitated a moment and then continued.

'When I told Major Benson this morning about Mr. Pfyfe
and his brother, he said at once that I should come with
him to your office and tell you also. But on the way over, he
suggested that I might omit a part of the story. He didn't
exactly tell me not to mention it; but he explained that it
had nothing to do with the case and might only confuse you.
I followed his suggestion; but after I got back to the office I
began thinking it over, and knowing how serious a matter
Mr. Benson's death was, I decided to tell you anyway. In
case it did have some bearing on the situation, I didn't want
to be in the position of having withheld anything from you.'

She seemed a little uncertain as to the wisdom of her deci-
sion.

CI do hope I haven't been foolish. But the truth is, there
was something else besides that envelope, which Mr. Benson
asked me to bring him from the safe the day he and Mr.
Pfyfe had their quarrel. It was a square, heavy package,
and, like the enevlope, was marked "Pfyfe-Personal." And